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Germaine got out of her torpor, and complained of
indigestion.

"I am remaining to take care of you," said the
widow.

Then they perceived in the courtyard a big cap, the
lappets of which were fluttering. It was Madame
Castillon, proprietress of a neighbouring farm. She
was calling out: "Gorju! Gorju!"

And from the corn-loft the voice of their little
servant-maid answered loudly:

"He is not there!"

At the end of five minutes she came down, with
her cheeks flushed and looking excited. Bouvard and
P^cuchet reprimanded her for having been so slow.
She unfastened their gaiters without a murmur.

Then they went to look at the chest. The bake-
house was covered with its scattered fragments; the
carvings were damaged, the leaves broken.

At this sight, in the face of this fresh disaster,
Bouvard had to keep back his tears, and P^cuchet got
a fit of nervous shivering.

Gorju, making his appearance almost immediately,
explained the matter. He had just put the chest out-
side in order to varnish it, when a wandering cow
knocked it down on the ground.

"Whose cow?" said Pecuchet.

"I don't know."

"Ah! you left the door open, as you did some
time ago. It is your fault."

At any rate, they would have nothing more to do
with him. He had been trifling with them too long,
and they wanted no more of him or his work.

"These gentlemen were wrong. The damage
was not so great. It would be all settled before